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Angelica, he caused a pompous Te-deum to be celebrated in St..
Peter's. These happy aspects Count Ernst endeavoured to im-
prove for his purpose, before the Pope's good-humour should
evaporate. He brought his matrimonial concern to light without
delay : but, alas ! no sooner asked than rejected. The conscience,
of St. Peter's Vicar was so tender in this case, that he reckoned it
a greater heresy to advocate triplicity in marriage than Tritheism
itself. Many plausible arguments as the Count brought forward
to accomplish an exception from the common rule in his own>
favour, they availed no jot in moving the exemplary Pope to
wink with one eye of his conscience, and vouchsafe the peti-
tioned dispensation : a result which cut Count Ernst to the
heart. His sly counsel, the mettled Kurt, had in the mean
time struck out a bright expedient for accomplishing the mar-
riage of his master with the fair convert, to the satisfaction of
the Pope and Christendom in general; only he had not risked
disclosing it, lest it might cost him his master's favour. Yet
at last he found his opportunity, and put the matter into words.
"Dear master," said he, "do not vex yourself so much about
the Pope's perverseness. If you cannot get round him on the
one side, you must try him on the other: there are more roads
to the wood than one. If the Holy Father has too tender a con-
science to permit your taking two wives, then it is fair for you
also to have a tender conscience, though you are no priest but a
layman. Conscience is a cloak that covers every hole, and has
withal the quality that it can be turned according to the wind:
at present, when, the wind is cross, you must put the cloak on
the other shoulder. Examine whether you are not related to
the Countess Ottilia within the prohibited degrees: if so, as will
surely be the case, if you have a tender conscience, then the game-
is your own. Get a divorce ; and who the deuce can hinder you
from wedding the Princess then ?"

The Count had listened to his Squire till the sense of his
oration was completely before him; then he answered it with two
words, shortly and clearly: "Peace, Dog !" In the same moment,
the mettled Kurt found himself lying at full length without the
door, and seeking for a tooth or two which had dropped from him
in this rapid transit. " Ah ! the* precious tooth," cried he from
without, " has been sacrificed to my faithful zeal!" This tooth
monologue reminded the Count of his dream. "Ah'! the cursed
tooth/' cried he from within, "which I dreamed of losing, has